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village proved to be a single hut, deserted and with
no signs of recent occupancy.
We spent the night on a sand-bar by the river,
and a weird night it was. A camp-fire blazing fit-
fully in the abysmal murk, moths flitting by
ghoulishly, and creatures of all kinds resenting our
intrusion into their domain. It was a brilliant
moonlight night, and we lay awake wondering what
the future would hold. Would the Curaray River
prove the navigable waterway to the frontier which
we hoped for?
The second day was largely a repetition of the
first, though the river widened at the junction of
the Rio Lliquino, where we were told we would find
an Indian settlement; but, as before, we found
nothing.
It was while descending the Villano, sitting back
in the canoe and listening to the Indians' accounts
of the Aucas, that I first heard the story of "the
white chief with a beard." Tall and light of skin,
he was believed to have given the Aucas a highly
organised and quite complex social system.
If it is true that there is, or was, a "white chief"
somewhere in the heart of the Ssabelas' territory,
the most plausible theory to account for such a
thing would be that of a renegade white man. Who
could he be, I wondered?
I had heard of a certain foreigner who went
native on the Arajuno River and whose daughter
was reputed to have come down from New York to